LOSS.                                     Charles

Madge

LIKE the dark germs across the filter clean
So in the clear day of a thousand years
This dusty cloud is creeping to our eyes,

Here, as we grow, and are as we have heen
Or living give for life some morning tears
The flowering hour bent and unconscious lies.

As in Vienna now, the wounded walls

Silently speak, as deep in Austria

The battered shape of man is without shade

So, time in metaphor, tomorrow falls

On Europe, Asia and America,

And houses vanish, even as they were made,

For yesterday is always sad, its nature
Darker than love would wish in every feature.
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